CONFESSIONS OF AN ETONIAN.         Ill
and indefatigable, so long as he was on thy top
of his legs. When eventually I had no further
use for his services, I sold him for a leader to
a coach proprietor, for seventeen pounds and a
dozen of bad champagne ; but I fear that the
unfortunate wheeler in his rear must, by this
time, have tumbled over hint a lamentable
number of times.
There was another rather prominent character
in my establishment. This was " Old Bob7
The master whom he served was a neigh-
bouring farmer, but I frequently obtained his
services. His appearance was that of a veteran
bull-dog, seamed with the traces of youthful
strife, but in reality he was a pointer. Unfor-
tunately, too, in his younger days, the stable-
door had jambed his tail oif within two inchts
of its origin, but still Bob flattered himself that
it wras a tail, for he affected to brush the flies
away with it.
I think he had a high opinion of my shooting,
for, whenever I was so inclined, he despised the
society of any one else. As he was a selfish
fellow, I suspect that I was indebted for his
services to interested motives. He was a pot-
hunter, like myself, and would instantly swallow
anything I shot, could he but reach it first He
could certainly trot very fast, but that was the
best pace he could accomplish, and had we
anything like a fair start, I could distance him;